yesterday, and yet Is back again today as if nothing has
happened.'

I swallowed some sandwich. That,' I said comfortably,
'is the Commissaire's worry.'

4Of course.5 He poured out some wine for me, and took
some himself. 'All the same,' he added,, 'you yourself will
have to answer some embarrassing questions in the
morning.3

But I refused to be drawn. 'No doubt. But that will
be in the morning. All I can think of now is sleep.'

'Naturally. You must be very tired.' He grinned
at me suddenly. 'I hope you have decided to forget our
interview of this afternoon.'

'I have already forgotten it. It was hardly your fault.
The police gave me orders. I had to obey them. I didn't
like doing it, as you may imagine, but I had no alternative,
They threatened to deport me.'

'Ah, so that's what it was! The Commissaire didn't
explain that.'

'He wouldn't.'

He took one of my sandwiches and chewed for a
minute or so in silence. Then:

'You know,5 he said thoughtfully, 'these last few days
have worried me.'

'Oh?'

'I once worked in a big Paris hotel as assistant manager,
The manager was a man named Pilevski, a Russian. You
may have heard of him. He is, in his way, a genius. It
was a pleasure to work with him, and he taught me a
lot. The successful restaurateur, he used to say, must
know his guests. He must know what they are doing,
what they are thinking, and what they are earning. And
yet he must never appear inquisitive. I took that to heart,
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